said no woman who worked could devote herself to being elegant, and
to be elegant is the prime function of woman. He was joking, I suppose,
yet he wasn't joking. How can I answer these people ? They are hope-
lessly part of a system in decay, and one can only answer in set hard-boiled
phrases. What would they make of someone like our dear Ludmilla in
her blue silk best dress, I wonder ? They are a poisonous lot, carping and
unhappy and introverted. I can never explain our Soviet people to them.
I hate this kind of sophistication, Father. I can chatter their sort of chatter
well enough, as indeed I have to so much of my time away from home,
but now and again a flood of revulsion sweeps over me and I hate the
lot of them. Europe is on the edge of a violent change, but Hitler's dreams
won't cure this sort of thing. He is more neurotic than they are. He is
their man in fact. The violence and hatreds and hysteria of National-
socialism appeal enormously to these jaded wordlings. Hitler will have
staunch allies in society ladies in every country, believe me. I stuck it
as long as I could, and here I am back in my hotel room with a nice beautiful
black cqfard) pouring out my heart to you like an emotional schoolboy.
How I wished I could have produced our Petka to blast them into silence
with one of his bursts of bad language. But no> your Boris did the polite
most meticulously . . . bowed and chatted, kissed the ladies* hands and
preserved the decorum due from the representative of a great power's
foremost newspaper. But I cleaned my teeth when I got back here. Now
I take myself to bed with an armful of books as usual. Pm reading Flaubert
again. And if I have to go to any more of these damnable smart parties
I'll take Gibbon's Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire to bed with me*
It's a treat I've been promising myself for twenty years or sos dear
Father.
There, I feel better now. I didn't send you the prints you wanted
because they are unobtainable. Grotz is now on the official list of banned
artists, The assistant turned quite pale when I asked for prints erf his
drawings, and shook his head nervously without a word. I inquired front
other sources and gather poor old Grotz is in America now, drawing for
** Vanity Fair" I believe. But oh, Father, the prints they did have ia
that art-shop. Oh, the benighted flowerings of Nazi art! Horst Wessd
resurrected in bilious madders. So you see what becomes of being too
snobbish to be a house painter.
There, enough ! I go to my bed beneath the glazed eye of Hmdenbttig
framed in gilt They've decorated the airdrome reception hall here witib
Kttk bronze busts of Adolf, moustache and all, down to the last hair. The
Teutons never did have any sense of humour, did they ?
How is Mamma ? Give hear a special kiss from you* dervoted but
BORJS.
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